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the greyness and dullness of things, it was, I think,
by no means contemptible.

It was a grey day, had been indeed a grey week;
nothing outside the day's routine had happened for
some time; and it did not look as if anything would
ever happen again. My body had gone on dressing,
and undressing itself, eating, drinking, smoking, push-
ing itself into buses and trains, floundering heavily
into large chairs, had gone, in short, through all Its
little repertoire of tricks; but the rest of me, mind,
spirit or soul, appeared to be on the point of hiber-
nating. There I was then, going about my business
drearily this grey morning, when suddenly in passing
a shop window I caught sight of a pair of crimson
silk pyjamas, or rather of flame and treasure and
lost sunsets, the gorgeous East in fee. They were not
things meekly soliciting in a shop window, but an
event, a challenge, a blast of sartorial trumpets. The
sun and the wind, the stars in their courses, had con-
spired together to produce a world of dirty mono-
chrome, in which nothing could possibly happen, and
we had all weakly bowed to their decision with one
grand exception, the gentlemen's outfitters, who
realizing that their moment had arrived, made a
gesture of defiance and evolved these pyjamas, to
burn there, ruby-red. I knew at once that my own
moment had also arrived. There are occasions in a
man's existence when he must make something hap-
pen, must fling a splash of colour into his life, or
some part of him, perhaps the boy in him, will perish,
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